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Howe's orders got pushed underneath a pile of papers and there they
stayed."
** Such a thing couldn't happen," I said.
" You'll find it did happen," Buell said. " \Vhen you get around to
writing about Burgoyne in your book, you'll see that Howe never
received orders to join him."
Mrs. Byles's skirts rustled as she stirred restlessly in her chair.
Buell coughed apologetically. " Another interesting little mistake
that you might think couldn't happen was how Burgoyne followed the
rebels when they ran away from Ticonderoga as a result of their own
mistakes. If he'd followed *em by water, he could have caught 3em,
wiped *em out and marched right down the Hudson into New York
City. Instead of that, he followed 'em by land. That took ten times
as long as by water, so the rebels got away. What do you think
of that?"
" What made him do it ? " I asked.
" Nobody knows for sure," Buell said, " but I got a feeling it was
because Burgoyne's a fox hunter. You know how they kill foxes over
here. They never shoot one ! Oh my, no ! Thirty men and women
on horseback go out with fifty hounds and chase the fox ten miles
through cornfields and potato patches, breaking down fences, frighten-
ing cattle and destroying flower beds. When the hounds catch up with
the fox and begin to tear him to pieces, a hired man in a red coat
gives all the dogs a licking and takes the fox away. What I figure,
Oliver, is that Burgoyne wanted to be sporting when he chased the
rebels, and it ain't sporting to do things easy."
"*How much of Burgoyne's army was captured ? " Mrs. Byles
asked*
" The whole kit and caboodle," Buell said. w Lock, stock and barrel.
Generals, colonels, sutlers, officers' wives, private soldiers, Hessians,
camp followers, bad girls and everybody. They'll all be marched to
Boston and sent back here to England, where they can't take part in
the war any more."
The effect of this unhappy news on the thousands of American
Loyalists in England was truly pitiful.
Up to that time, I think, every Loyalist had felt certain that the
rebels, with their incompetent generals, their badly disciplined, badly
drilled troops, and their insufficiency of supplies, could never prevail
against the flower of the British Army.
Now they didn't know what to think, and for the first time they
realised that there was a possibility that America might for ever be
denied to them.
No words of mine can describe the dejection, the despair, of ail